32 KABIR'S POEMS

XXV
II. 45. Hari ne apnd dp chipdyd

MY Lord hides Himself, and my Lord

wonderfully reveals Himself:

My Lord has encompassed me with

hardness, and my Lord has cast

down my limitations.
My Lord brings to me words of sorrow

and words of joy, and He Himself

heals their strife.
I will offer my body and mind to my

Lord : I will give up my life, but

never can I forget my Lord !

XXVI
II. 75. onkar szwde koz sirjai

ALL things are created by the Om ?
The love-form is His body.